PATCHWORK:                                   "A"
It next occurred to me that the Civil Surgeon
might have come in from camp to see Mary.
I called to Mary.
Bearer could stand the suspense no longer: he
rushed like a fighting cock-sparrow with little hops
on alternate steps down from the verandah to the
waiting car and began to shake the syce.
The syce was an immense and dignified Moslem,
whom I thought that I had seen before, but whom
I could not place. I retreated to my study,
Mr. D------appeared with an armful of newspaper
cuttings about the strike. A College runner
appeared with the mail bag. S------G------appeared
with a row of bright silver buttons down the front
of his tight -white baju. As S------G------breathed
a lighted ripple of silver ran down his great front,
and I could watch him digesting the air as if he
were a snake digesting a rabbit.
Mr. D------ saw the direction of my eyes and
smiled.
"You're very smart to-day, S------ G------," I
said.
S------G------purred out a great breath; and, his
deflated stomach and neck being pliable, he bent
slightly forward to admire himself.
"A little offering, sair," he said, "from an old
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